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¢ Le Cirque de la Nuit Jami Mills takes a peek under the 
tent at this year’s Le Cirque de la Nuit. And now she’s run off. 

e Wintergewinn Unknown UUID reminds us of all the myriad 
German words that we take for granted - - and so much more. 

e E Pluribus Shooter In another of his amazing beebop poems, 
Zymony Guyot tackles a very serious topic with his usual deftness. 

¢ Home Alone Proving once again that less is more, our fave 
microfiction writer, Cat Boccaccio, delivers a scary tale. 


¢ Bravo Red We reprint Jami Mills’s political short story about 
the dangers of being President. 


e Fabric Dearstluv Writer is on her game this month with a 
lovely poem about the fabric that holds us together. 


¢ Multi-Seasonal RoseDrop Rust takes us through the pull of 
each season, beautifully capturing their ineffable qualities. 


e Love, Death and Virtuality Art Blue takes us ona journey, 
showing us the implications of virtual love and death. 


¢ Our Love An enchanting love poem by Shayna ThetiSheri. 


About the Cover: While she was 
considering her escape with the lion tamer, 
Jami Mills stopped long enough to capture 
the joyous magic created by Meegan Danitz, 
whom you know from After Dark, but now 


as the frolicking clown in Le Cirque de la Nuit. 


“In a world where you 

can be anything you 

want ....be kind.” 
Anonymous 
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t’s not unusual for a person, at 
some point in their young life, to 
dream of running away with the 
circus. I admit to having had 


such a dream. But as we mature, such 
dreams give way to more practical 


things and fade from memory. After 
seeing Idle Rogue Production’s 2019 
version of Le Cirque de la Nuit, that 
dream is re-kindled. That strong desire 
to run away with the circus is back, 
only this time I want to run away with 
the Idle Rogue troupe that staged this 
wonderful entertainment. 


If you’ve wondered where all the grand 
productions have gone, many 
producers will tell you of the 
challenges of assembling talent and the 
difficulties of staging in a lag-filled 
environment. In fact, in the program 
for the show is a plea to discard 
unneeded huds and scripts, and even 
de-render nonessential avatars in the 
theater. It seems that large-scale 
productions have given way to smaller 
scale performances that require less 
commitment on the part of all 
involved. But Idle Rogue Productions 
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still stages sweeping, majestic shows, 
and for that we’re grateful, because 
they are exquisitely done, with one eye 
on artistic detail and the other on sheer 
entertainment. 


As with prior iterations of Cirque (a 
review of the first performance I saw 
appeared in rez Magazine in August 


2014 and another in April 2016, copies 
of which are archived in the rez 
website http://blog.rezmagazine.com/), 
one of the inspirations is the fantasy 
book, The Night Circus, by Erin 
Morgenstern. The — oft-quotes 
introduction sets the tone of the story: 
“The circus arrives without warning. 
No announcements precede it. It is 


simply there, when yesterday it was 
not. Within the black-and-white striped 
canvas tents is an utterly unique 
experience full of breathtaking 


amazements. It is called Le Cirque des 
Réves, and it is only open at night.” 


Typical of all of the Cirque 
performances, they take place under 
the intimate and stylish Idle Rogue big 
top. The show is entirely in black and 
white with a steam punk feel, in 
keeping with the theme of the book. I 
was fortunate enough to see a Saturday 
evening performance to a _ packed 


house, and was graciously welcomed 
by the Idle Rogue staff. 


This season, Blaze DeVivre, with the 
able assistance of Sho Kyong, directed 
the show. Meegan Danitz had time to 
not only perform but serve as the 
production’s stage manager as well. 
Aubreya Joszpe adeptly handled public 
relations (who better?). The show’s 
spectacular and haunting environment 
was designed and built by Gloriana 
Maertens; however, in keeping with 
tradition, each of the dancers created 
her own set, which in every case 


complimented the dancer beautifully 
and gave an atmospheric visual 
environment that set the mood of the 
evening. 


Aubreya Joszpe, Brandee Snoodle, 


Bryn Oh, Cherrbyblonde Scribe, Cica 
Ghost, and Sho Kyong were the artists 
in charge of the beautiful and exotic 
interstitials (which are the set pieces 
that the audience gets to enjoy during 


the numerous set changes...a very 
thoughtful way of keeping the 
audience’s attention from wandering 
off). Also contributing their time and 
energy were Andy Ember, Chewie 
Quixote, Franny, Jaron Metaluna, 
Shesa Quandry and Thea Dee, credited 
as being in the Idle Rogue “corps.” 


To help the audience maximize the 
visual experience, included in the 


program are detailed instructions on 


viewing the performance. Using the 
Metaharpers guided camera system, 
the producers actually guide your 
personal camera through the action. 
And a screenshot of an optimized 
graphics preference field shows just 
how to set things up, like draw 


distance, maximum particle count, and 
especially ambient occlusion, which is 
where the program tells us all the 
lighting effects live). 


Whereas previous productions of 
Cirque featured various aspects of the 
circus, from trapeze artists, to 


ces ie 

contortionists, to a scary bed of nails, 
this production concentrates almost 
exclusively on dance, with little of the 
circus fanfare present. There’s still an 
occasional elephant in the background, 
and the smell of peanuts is pervasive, 
but dance is the prime focus of this 
production. The dance numbers are 
beautifully choreographed and, as 
always, accompanied by entrancing 
music. 


Caledonia Skytower, on behalf of the 
well-known Seanchai Library 
(www.seanchailibrary.com), an 
organization devoted to fine literature 
of all kinds, delivers a powerful 
introduction to the performance. “A 
circus that opens after dark? What 
kind of circus does this?” Then 
follows the performers themselves: 


Blaze DeVivre, Cherryblonde Scribe, 
Dax Dover, Divine Quandry, Jess 
Cauld, LynXa  Wilde-Inglewood, 
Maeve Branner, Meegan Danitz and 
Sho Kyong. 


I must take a moment to commend the 
production on its musical selections. 
Often unnoticed directly (our eyes are 
captivated by the action and take 
precedence over our ears), the music 
nonetheless seeps into our 
consciousness via the back door, 
creating the enchantment that makes 
this production so successful. 


While we won’t be seeing Cirque 
performed again in 2019, one can only 
hope that the Cirque tradition will 
carry on for many years to come. 
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"Tam so proud of you." 


made it to the English language. 

Some point to the future. 
Waldsterben is one of them. “Back in 
the 80s I did several feature stories for 
American Forests Magazine on 
Waldsterben”” Jim Conrad = in 
backyardnature.net 


l | { here are some German words that 


You may know some others - - 
Sauerkraut, Kindergarten, 
Doppelganger. The list is in fact very 
long. A little transformation is all that 
is needed to save the language of 
Goethe and Faust, of Wittgenstein and 
Freud. You say, "Blitzkrieg?" Come 
on, play nicely. Alpenglow is 
something that shall come up in your 
mind. It is a _ transformation of 
Alpengliihn. 


A new word has to be added: 
Wintergewinn. I created it. I claimed 
the domain. I am content to wait a few 
hundred years until it happens. You 
say, a supernova, is called this way? 
Indeed a man made one. It will be in 
times when summers are long and 
winters are short, very short. In fact, 
the prayer for winter has to come, to 
fill the air with anger. This is what 
Wintergewinn is about. 


I could end the story and hand you the 
book of empty pages, The History of 
the White. It is still on Amazon to buy. 


There you can work out your own 
stories about Wintergewinn. There was 
once a worldwide movement where 
kids claimed the future. The name was 
Fridays for Future. I have been one of 
them. This is my projection and my 
reality; I am no longer alive in the 
world I was working for to preserve. I 
have cloned myself so I can nicely 
report about what is going on. Our 
generation, the Fridays, or Generation 
Friday, as we have been called, 
reclaimed the idea that is inside 
Wintergewinn many years later, when 
we have been looking back to see why 
we all failed. 


Wintergewinn is like Waiting for 
Godot. Nothing happens in Waiting for 
Godot, all that is happening is Waiting. 
In the Theatre of the Absurd, all the 
actors run along, fore and_ back, 
creating activities of all kinds, but at 
the end, all that is gained is 
"Ratlosigkeit," another German word, 
but luckily there is a fitting translation. 
It is "No one has a clue what happened 
or why something happened" -- not the 
actors, nor the director, and also not 
the audience. Same goes. in 
Wintergewinn. It is a play written by 
Ervare in the year 2018 when our 
movement started. We wanted to save 
summer, we wanted to save winter, we 
wanted to save Earth, we wanted an 
energy change, we wanted to stop the 
climate change. We rebelled. 
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Why did we fail? 


We did it with the consent of our 
parents. So at the end nothing changed. 
We got the applause, we got the 
medals. "I am so proud of you," mum 
says at the beginning of the play. Same 
way as I say it now when my kid is 
catching one of the Jellydolls on the 
Androgo, which is, in case you have 


read the book Not Sand, Not Sound, 
the name of the new generation of 
Google smartphones. 


In my time, when I was young, I said 
it, “We love to play Sommergewinn.” 
To celebrate the beginning of summer 
has an old tradition in western worlds. 
Sommergewinn is an immaterial asset, 
a trademark, part of the national 


heritage in Germany, where I am from. 
Carnivals move through towns, with 
trucks, clowns and singers of all kinds 
celebrating at the end of March, the 
welcome of the summer. In an epic 
debate, a fight of words, the summer 
wins against the winter. It is the time 
when the summer is warm and nice 
and what all of Nature is waiting for 
after a cold winter. The first warm 
sunbeams, bees buzzing in the air, 
birds chirping at dawn the awakening 
melodies. Time to wear a t-shirt and 
hang up the hammock. Time to play in 
the sand and take a sunbath on the 
beach. Yeah, and the big holidays of 
summer. 


Now I sit in Norway in a facility. 
Facility is a nice word for a 
condominium under a glass dome; it is 
a bunker, the simulation of the bunker. 
Norway is a good place. Norway is 
not, has never been in the European 
Union, but shares some of the benefits. 
One is that I could move in, with all 
my equipment. Now I am safe from the 
summer. Summer is horrible. Sadly, 
winter is so short. Not inside the 
bunker, by hell, not inside, where there 
is water, good water and plenty of 
lovely sunshine (filtered of course). 
But not outside. We can only go 
outside from early December until 
mid-March, because during the other 
time of the year it is too hot, too 
unfriendly, even with the best filters. 


In some months, the mosquitoes, the 
big ones, the mutated ones, are such a 
pain. You can only walk in Nature 
under a net and in the summer months 
you need to wait until the sun goes 
down, which is around 10 p.m; 
otherwise, your skin will burn. So the 
time is short to go out. Also, it is not so 
great that the air to breath needs a filter 
which you have to carry along. You 
say I fantasise? I do. I leave it to you, 
dear reader, to predict the future. I give 
you the chance to change it, the chance 
to buy the book, The History of the 
White, to write down what 
futurologists, what scientists have 
written about the climate change to 
come. 


If I would write the truth, that there is 
no longer a country like The 
Netherlands or cities like New York, 
that the glaciers are gone, that there is 
no life in Central Africa, that 
thousands of species no longer exist, 
that the Great Barrier Reef in Australia 
is a cesspool, you would say to your 
kids, "Listen" and then play the music 
of Neurotic Fish, The Bomb, and 
comment, "Read Wintergewinn and 
change the world. Don't let yourself be 
pampered by the first words in the 
play: I am so proud of you." 
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The standard answer changed today the final disconnection notice arrived 
Every straw is now the final straw every circuit fried 

The collective hidden gears of work and worth and things decide 

In their mindless kinetic domino democratic way 

That the last button got pushed 

And broken off the wall 

And thrown away.... 


Last resorts became first resorts words became what happened 
when violence fails... and violence NEVER fails at what it's good at 


what. it's. good. at. 

...what is good? Everyone gets their own facts 

Everyone is their own match, everything that is said or made or done is 
gasoline 

What you mean doesn't matter.... you've been bumper-stickered, Facebooked 
and primaried 

Empathy is for the ammo-less, lives are numbers until they're not, and then 
they are again. 


I'm getting a Bump Stock for my conscience.... 
No more manual "Thoughts and Prayers", they're semi-automatic now. 


And with the right app I can have just as much moral investment as any 
Congressman with the push of a button. 


"Thoughts and Prayers" (TM) are the chalk outlines we draw around tragedy 
How we lay the shit we broke at Gods feet 

as though this were part of his plan and we're just the drones dropping the 
bodies off. 


We don't think of ways to make this world work, and we don't pray that we 
may be the ones to do it. 


So stop calling them tragedies, they're just weekdays now. 

We turned the place into a members only club so we can stop listening 
to people talk in languages we don't understand and start preaching with 
ideas we don't really care to learn. 


And we'll write our own Yankee Doodle Moses Story...you remember 
him..an OG in the OT.. 

He threw his snakes and made his pleas to fanboys, fools and Pharoses. 

And God would smite the holy crap for him...and everyone would forsake sin 
and promise to "have some serious dialogues ‘bout slaves and laws and rains 
of frogs. 

..but then the lobbyists swoop in and "hearts would harden once again"... 


God strikes....we promise to show humanity....hearts would harden 

God strikes....we promise...hearts would harden 

..a Strike.....promise....harden 

and now just a wink and a nod and back to wondering where our hearts went 


But we all know how it ended...it was the perfect political play. 

For too long God was throwing perfect vengeance away....you just need the 
right victims. 

Kittens, puppies, little children won't do..... 

It's when you're first born gets it, that you see the other shoe.... 


..and this is the crap-filled mess of Don't Tread On Me and God Bless that 
we've become 

an outraged, locked-and-loaded Patriot, silently afraid of what our freedoms 
done, what our child's become. 

We cannot even recognize our language anymore, we lost our souls while 
keeping score... 

..but no worries.. 


We'll outsource for a translator, to find the Latin so we can change our 
motto from "Out of Many, One" to "Motherf*ckas Get Shot" 


It's one helluva cleanup on aisle three 
There ain't no sea to shining sea 


Nope, the standard answer won't do at all, we broke the thing 


We simply broke the thing. 


Home Alone 
by Cat Boccaccio 


I was so terrified the first night 


I had to be alone in the apartment that I tried to keep busy, and even to 
tire myself out. 


I took two loads of laundry back and forth from the communal laundry 
room, which was frightening in itself. A laundry room in the basement of 
a public building? Perfect bloody crime scene. It was a dim, colourless 
and chill room, despite the running of the dryers. There were no windows 
and one of the two light bulbs was perpetually out, so I could barely see 
my shadow as I unloaded the last pile of clean clothes into a basket. I 
gagged at the combination of the First Day of Spring dryer sheet smell 
and the scent of damp dust that clogged the ventilation screen. 


There was a thin film of grime on the concrete floor: Did no one ever 
clean this place? And for some reason there was a large once-clean plastic 
tarp stuffed in the corner of the room. I tried not to imagine what it was 
for, or consider that someone might have placed it there with deliberation, 
for a future purpose. 


There was one entrance to the laundry room through a heavy door which 
was supposed to lock but didn’t. Once closed, no one in the building 
could hear a person scream. 


Oh lord. I ran up the stairs with my basket of laundry, didn’t even take 
the elevator, and then slammed the door so hard once safely upstairs and 
in the apartment again, that the dishes in the kitchen cupboard rattled. 


I vacuumed the apartment and cleaned out the inside of the dishwasher 
with a pitcher of water mixed with Alka-Seltzer, since I couldn’t 
remember what my sister told me about some naturally fizzy cleaning 
solution. I tried to phone her but there was no answer. I hoped she would 
call back, even if she thought I was asleep. As if I could sleep. 


They say some serial killers operate over 10, 20, even 40 years, stalking 
their victims and getting to know them just enough to gain their 
confidence. Then boom! Look out. I didn’t care who came to the door, I 


would not open it. Not even if it 
was the kindly old woman who 
lived on the first floor, and whom I 
nodded to if I saw her in the 
hallway. I had never seen her face 
close up. She could have been 
anyone. 


Sometime the serial killers took 
souvenirs of their victims. God, I 
didn’t want to think about it. They 
usually liked a type. Were there 
any murders over the past 40 years 
of young, freckly, red-headed 
women? I was almost sure there 
was. I was a type, a popular 
murder-victim type. Shit. 


You couldn’t talk them out of it 
either. They were psychopaths, or 
something. They didn’t care. You 
couldn’t appeal to their conscience 
or sentimental side because they 
didn’t have either. I could say I 
had to live because my child was 
in the Intensive Care Unit weeping 
for her mother. A serial killer 
would laugh. You just had no 
chance. You had to hope your 
serial killer would at least be 
quick, not one that keep their prey 
locked up and... 


The phone rang. Thank god, 
maybe it was my sister. Maybe she 
would come over. But when I got 


to the phone, there was no one 
there, just a dial tone. A dial tone! 


It was after 10 pm, who would call 
and just hang up? No one I knew 
would do that. The security guy in 
the lobby at work, the older one 
with the comb-over and the big 
hands, would have access to my 
phone number, and he had been 
staring at me. Yesterday he had 
started to wave at me, but I was 
distracted and ignored him. Maybe 
that triggered something. It didn’t 
take much to trigger a 
psychopathic serial killer. 


But maybe it wasn’t a serial killer. 
Who wanted me dead? My mind 
raced. Gregory at work didn’t like 
me. I got promoted before he did. I 
didn’t like him either; he wore too 
much cologne. Was lusting after a 
job enough motivation for a brutal 
murder? It was in films and TV. 
Some people were just very 
ambitious. 


I took a hot shower to calm my 
nerves. That was a bad idea, for 
obvious reasons. I showered with 
the bathroom door open, and the 
shower curtain undrawn, so water 
got everywhere and if the killer 
was in the apartment he would 
have seen me naked. How was that 


supposed to help? 


When I started to dial my sister’s 
number, I realized it was now 
close to 11 pm. She would be in 
bed, and start to worry about a call 
so late, and for what? Her younger 
sister, with a foolish, overactive 
imagination, panicking about 
nothing. Calm down, you silly 
bitch. Calm. Down. 


So I watched a recording of Love, 
Actually before I went to bed, to 
get my mind off the dark and onto 
the frothy, but I discovered I hated 
that movie. What was I thinking? 
Hugh Grant was just a big pain in 
the ass. They all were. It was too 
warm in the bedroom, but I dared 
not open a window. 


A sleeping pill. No, better not. I 
was tired, my bones ached from 
weariness. It had been a long day. 
I was desperate for sleep. But who 
could sleep? I was a common 
serial killer victim type. They took 
souvenirs. I was completely alone. 
Someone was stalking me by 
phone. 


Who had called? Did Gregory 
want me dead? Was the old lady 
really old, really a lady? Why 
hadn’t I been more friendly to the 


security guy at work? What was 
that noise? Why didn’t my sister 
call back? What was that big 
plastic tarp doing in the laundry 
room? Was I about to die? 


...Finally, morning. = Finally. 
Finally, daylight. I put some coffee 
on, my hands trembling and weak, 
then went to get the newspaper. 
When I opened the apartment 
door, I noticed something. In my 
tush to get back into the apartment 
from the laundry room, I had left 
my key in the lock of the door. 
There was a pink feather dangling 
from it, and my key to the 
mailbox, and a mini-flashlight. 


My key was in the lock of the 
outside of the door, and had been 
there all night. 


I immediately called my sister, 
who, in her always empathetic 
way, shared my complete horror at 
my mistake, and didn’t laugh when 
I burst into tears. 


Still, why had my serial killer 


spared me? I pondered this for the 
entire subway ride to work. 
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BRAVO RED 


by Jami Mills 


(reprinted from December 2011) 


in his leather chair, his aide 
appearing suddenly at the door, 
looking as if he’d seen a ghost. “It’s 
Bravo Red, sir. You’re needed in the 
Situation Room at once.” “Are you 
sh*tting me??” Something gripped his 


L: Hayes sat ramrod straight 


throat. Blood rushed to his head, his 
temples pounded. “This doesn’t 
happen, not today. Not f*cking 
today,” he thought. Sonsofbitches. 


He had a military bearing. Three tours 
in Iran will do that to you. Semper Fi. 
He walked with a noticeable limp, 
courtesy of six months at the Tehran 
Hilton. “Bravo Red,” he muttered to 
himself. “Dammit... I can count ‘em 
on one hand over the past 75 years. 
Kennedy, 9/11, Tel Aviv. It had to be 
today, of all days.” Phones ringing, 
murmuring voices, talking heads, all 
were amplified in his head. Crackling 


Wilkes Harrington had been his trusted aide 
for the past year, a family friend with an Ivy 
League pedigree, and the gray slacks and 
blue blazer to prove it. 


“Mary...COFFEE!” He sprang to his 
feet and grabbed a pad and his cigar. 
“Cancel Andersen... and call my wife 
and tell her I won’t be home tonight.” 
“Ashley, I’m afraid you’ll need to stay 
here,” motioning to his eager intern, 
who had perked up with the 
commotion. His loyal secretary, Mary, 
handed him his coffee, black, in his 
favorite mug. He took one long pull 
and set it down. “Let’s go.” He threw 
on his jacket, straightened his tie, and 
strode purposefully down the hall. “Be 
quick, but don’t hurry, kid. Tell me 
what you know.” 


static. Pulsing colors. He looked over 
the office pool. “These poor bastards 
are about to have a very bad day.” 
Lincoln ran through his mental 
checklist. Bravo Red: imminent 
nuclear threat, assassination of head of 
state, Homeland attack. His mind 
raced. What? Pakistan? New York? 
The President? 


A group of school children were 
grouped in the rotunda, noisy and 
rambunctious. Wilkes Harrington had 
been his trusted aide for the past year, 
a family friend with an Ivy League 
pedigree, and the gray slacks and blue 


blazer to prove it. “The Chief is 
running late, as usual, but the rest of 
the team is_ there. NSA, CIA, 
Secretary Booth. They didn’t tell me 
much else, sir.” Wilkes didn’t fluster. 
He wished he had a dozen like him. 
Time moved like molasses, every 
footstep sounded like a pounding 
hammer. The adrenalin was really 
starting to kick in now. Lincoln 
brushed past the Undersecretary of 
Commerce. “I can’t now, Jake... In 
the morning.” 


He put his hand on Wilkes’ shoulder. 
“Stay with me at all times, take down 
everything, bring me the Book and the 
NID, and any crisis support packages 
as soon as there’s a break in the action. 
I want you to do the Sit Room Note, 
too. Make me proud.” They ducked 
down a side hall to the elevator, past 
portraits of Jefferson and Madison 
along the mahogany-paneled walls. 
The doors of the cramped elevator 
opened and they stepped in, hitting the 
basement button. “Do you think we 
could move any _ slower? Jesus 
Christ!” The elevator opened to a 
nondescript hallway. “Sir, one 
minute.” Wilkes knocked on the door 
to a conference room two doors up 
from the Situation Room. “Sir, could 
you step in here for just a moment?” 
“Wilkes, not now.” “You need to see 
this, sir.” 


Wilkes gave two loud knocks and 


slowly opened the door. 
“SURPRISE!” Horns and noisemakers 
sounded off in unison as Lincoln 
stepped into the room. Smiles and 
laughter everywhere. Twenty some- 
odd people all shouted “Happy 
Birthday” at once. “You’re all in big 
trouble! Were you in on this, Andy? 
Sonofabitch.” A smile spread across 
his face as he saw assembled before 
him the administration’s best and 
brightest. He looked down at the cake. 
“Don’t we have a country to run?” he 
asked. He walked over to Wilkes, who 
had a sly grin on his face, and threw 
his arm around his shoulder. “You got 
me, kid.” 


The oppressive Washington humidity 
had yielded to crisper air and the colors 
of Autumn, the leaves now 
succumbing to the frigid nights just 
before Thanksgiving. All but a few 
maples were now Jjust sticks against the 
gray, Wyeth sky. A two-man scull 
sliced through the glass of the Potomac 
and disappeared under one of the 
arches of the Key Bridge. The day was 
remarkable in its ordinariness. 


“Roll up your sleeve, sir. This is going 
to hurt you more than it is me,” smiled 
the pretty nurse in her starched 
uniform. Lincoln didn’t even notice 
the poke of the syringe in his arm. 
“Supposed to be a nasty flu season. 


You’re smart to get your shot early, 
sir.” He rolled down his sleeve and 
took a gulp of lukewarm coffee. 
“Thank you, darling. Mary, 
COFFEE!” A _ stack of the day’s 
briefing memos sat on his desk, next to 
two photographs: one of his wife and 
son, and a slightly smaller one of a 
smiling Abraham Denton, the forty- 
eighth President of the United States. 


He gazed momentarily at his wife, as 
he often did, recalling how her image 
pulled him through those bleakest of 
days. A needle in your arm is a damn 
sight better than one under your 
fingernail, he thought. He looked at 
the large, rusted key he kept near the 
photos. Not a day went by without 
Lincoln silently thanking God for his 
freedom. It could have ended so 
differently - - forget about his 
suffering...he couldn’t bear to think 
about the anguish his family must have 
endured during those desperate days in 
Tehran. Then he glanced at Abraham 
Denton. That was a helluva night, he 
mused. His re-election campaign had 
been nasty and_ brutish. Those 
sonsofbitches had absolutely no 
decency or shame. There’s no depth 
they wouldn’t stoop to. Got what they 
deserved, the bastards, he thought. It 
had been twenty years since a landslide 
of those proportions. 


Lincoln broke out of his daydream 
when he heard running coming from 


down the hall and an out-of-breath 
Wilkes burst into his office, ashen and 
visibly shaking. “It’s Bravo Red, sir. 
Really,” he stammered. One look at 
Wilkes and he didn’t doubt him for an 


instant. “They got him. They shot 
Abe. The President has been 
assassinated.” 


kok * x 


In between meetings, Lincoln finally 
had a moment to himself, the first of 
the morning. Baseball season was just 
starting and it was unseasonably warm 
out. He gazed at his photographs and 
heaved a deep sigh. Life is suffering, 
he remembered the Buddhist saying. 
He couldn’t bear to look at Abe’s 
portrait, so he stared at his wife and 
son instead, the two most important 
people in this life. Always would be. 
Lincoln picked up his CIA briefing 
package - - “Top Secret — Eyes Only”. 
There was a quiet knock at the door 
and Mary walked in, carrying his 
favorite mug. “Good morning, Mr. 
President. I brought you your coffee.” 
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It was the fabric of the iting that Battered 
Warm, hugging, and of comfort. 
The outer shell dealing superficially 
with exterior circumstances. 
j 

Seeking exposure, the inner fabric 
expands to expose itself vibrantly. 
Commanding the total imaging 
of substance displayed towards all. 
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dearstluv writer 


I go all multi-seasonal when I see you. 


I've the equator around my middle. 
Dizzy from polar attention rotation 
winter sleet at the end of my feet. 


Spring all the way from spine to instep, 
hot summer south and fall in jowls, 
Parts are wet and some are parched, 
My tongue lolls, and hoof in mouthed. 


Your gravity pulls my seas to shore, 
pounding beaches of land masses, 
You are moon and a sixpence too, 


You most various of the goddesses. 
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Jeath and Robots (Episode Sennie) 7 


he fight of Khanivore against 
Turboraptor could be different 
than it looks. 


I fight in Old Rome in the Flavian 
Amphitheatre. Artefice Maximus, the 
name of me, you know the other me, 
the one that fights in the arena. I steer 
the avatar, I sit in a Recaro Goldspine, 
the ultimate gamer's chair. People can 
see me via webcam, when I move my 
hands, when I click the keyboard, 
when I rotate the ball mouse, when I 
rotate myself. My voice runs through a 
voicealyzer fitting to the times where 
the game happens, where male voices 
have been strong and death was 
imminent. There are multiple cams 
around, so one can choose what to see. 


Some of them are focused at my face, 
to see the facial expressions when I get 
a hit by one of the barbarians. There is 
feedback from the avatar to me, that's 
why I wear a gamer's suit defined by 
the Olympic league, the new Olympics 
game committee. There is also a 
constant check on my blood, the anti- 
doping enforcement, you know. Today 
I will meet another record. 10 million 
dollars for the game, winner take all. 
The loser gets nothing. I must win. I 
always must win. I am best prepared. 


I hear a ping. It is from my agent. 
1.000 VIP tunnels online. A VIP 
tunnel is a package you can order when 
you have enough credits. Credits you 


can earn or buy. Some gamers play for 
years to get for once a VIP-tunnel; 
some rich guys just put the money on 
the table to have access. It is a bit like 
you may know from the Hunger 
Games, where spectators have 
influence on supporting a player. One 
right you have as a VIP is to get a 
webcam on your own to steer by 
remote. Since Oculus and Logitech 
have launched multiple camsets, you 
don’t have any longer a single webcam 
- - you have mesh wire webcams 
which allow you to freely navigate in 
the room where you sit. 


I set the scan radius on 3x3x3 meters. 
Outside this range the background 
blurs, but within this cube you see 
everything in 8k. My agent wants that I 
follow the new standard, the 16k 
resolution, but I have objections. My 
agent argues with me that I must 
upgrade. The money for this I have; 
money is not my problem. I have so 
much that I lost track. I will have 10 
million dollars more after this day. 


Another ping. I hear the voice of the 
Aquilifer. "Ladies and _ gentlemen, 
Romans lend me your ears ..." I could 
recite it all. The speech ends with, 
"May the games begin and bring glory 
to the winner in the love of death." 
They love death. Some will switch, in 
the moment I kill him, to his channel 
for the thrills. A VIP has the advantage 
of recording the end on both sides and 


to play it again if he pays a premium. 


Another ping. I press the key for 
moving my fighter, Artefice Maximus. 
Not many know the origin of this 
name. It was the master builder of 
Rome in a world called Second Life, 
then conserved on opensimulator, and 
then reborn in HighFidelity, in 
Quantumshire, in Halcyonia, in 
Cyberphoria prime, in the Draft 


Universe, in Kunst.Black , in so many 
worlds that I lost count. 


Today I play in Old Rome, the Panem 
et Circenses server, I said it. 


You want to know against whom I 
fight. Does it matter? It does not. You 


want to know if this is a barbarian from 
the Celtic or from the realms of Galicia 
where the most fearful gladiators in 
times of Julius Caesar came from. 
Does it matter? It does not. You want 
to know who my human counterpart is 
steering the enemy I have to kill? Does 
it matter? It does not. You want to 
know the injuries in the battle, who is 
bleeding first, who falls first down in 
the sand? Does it matter? It does not. 
The only thing that matters is that I 
win. 


I must win. This routine is hard coded 
in my avatar, so I always win. I never 
lose. But this time the play is different. 
Whatever I do, my opponent stands up 
again. We fight now for hours. My 


agent gets furious. "Kill him now, we 
lose VIPs," he is typing, pinging, 
voicing. Finally, "It gets boring." After 
a while, he went silent. Most of the 
VIPs are gone. My agent channels, 
"Let him win. I made a deal with 
Strikerforce." I say to him, "Who is 
Strikerforce?" My agent replies, "The 
agent of noob42." I feel a rush in my 
veins, "Noob42 is the name of the 
avatar in the arena calling himself 
Culminatus Nero, is it?" I ask and get a 
"Yes" as a reply. Noob42 I know, that's 
why I got the chills hearing the name. 
"Impossible," I say and my agent, 
"What?" Then he adds, "Why?" I don't 
answer. It must be a different noob42. 
Noob and 42 are common terms, both 
widely known, just the combination 
was it that made me freak. I relax and 
continue fighting. "Want to know more 
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about the deal?," my agents comes 
back. I say, "Is the player female?" I 
hear my agent sighs deeply, "A woman 
can be never such a good fighter. You 
shall know this, but I will ask." I say, 
"Ask and say it is Art Blue for Kunst 
asking" and as I hear an "Eh, what?" I 
add, "Don't ask, just ask." It seems he 
got it now that it must be something 
personal, and after a while I get back, 
"Yes,” says the agent - - the fighter is 
female, and he said, ”That's part of the 
deal not to be told ever to anyone." 


I understand now why the fight does 
not end. Culminatus Nero is hard 
coded just as I am. I am Artefice 
Maximus. There is no longer a human 
behind me, steering me. The webcams, 
the VIPs see only what I once pre- 
recorded of my moves, my sweating, 


my "darn, God bless" swear, even my 
"F*ck you" and the famous "Glory to 
the Gods," which sounds every time 
played a bit different, so no algorithm 
will find out that what they see, hear 
and feel is old, really old, and basically 
all recurring. The visuals are coded in 
8k; that's why I can't allow my agent to 
switch to 16k. It would all get 
pixelated. I ask, "On what resolution is 
noob42 transmitting to the audience?" 
My agent replies, "She has 16k, the 
VIPs see it all much clearer, the 
sweating, the tension, the ..." He does 
not need to add, that they will get the 
death experience being inside 
Culminatus Nero in a better intensity. 
On the other hand this goes also for the 
other outcome. 


They would get the joy of winning, the 
blood rush in full realism when the 
winner is announced, when my head it 


presented on a stick, better than being 
with me. My agent brings me back to 
reality. "I made a deal with 
Strikerforce. We will get an eight 
million dollar payback when you lose, 
secretly of course via your British 
Virgin Island account." I say, "I accept, 
channel me via a VIP line on her 
output." I will hear her cries of victory. 
I will once more hear her voice before 
I die and my faked human body will 
disintegrate in the chair. 


LOVE, DEATH and VIRTUALITY. A 
good title, isn't it? 


Does it matter? It does. 
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Awy lnaye Gallery 


arroys from the Blue Angel Poets' Dive 


on the historic 


Virtual Chelsea Hotel 


Lanestris/172/131/104 


has no barriers but goes the distance 
has no.chains but is naturally entwined 

has no limits but gives limitlessly 

has the light to lead us through the darkness 
has no competition, and always wins 

has definition, yet no words can define it 
changes, but stays the same 

drives and grounds us 

heals our wounds 

is awake now, but was just sleeping 

is pure, even in the impurities 

is complicated, but simple 

is calm, but explosive 

is together, but allows space 

is two hearts beating at once 

is absolute truth 

is oneness and whole 

is transcending. 
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